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Summary: His name meaningless, his job title long forgotten, one man 
has created a game based on his local 8PM news. A game of violence, 
body counts, arson, and death. It's his game, and he doesn't want to 
be just an onlooker anymore. 


Rising Upward 
**HE WAS A EED UP GUY. ** 

Living the nine-to-five wasn't an optimal life. In fact, it wasn't a 
life at all. Striving to find happiness in a cubicle farm for 
soulless beings was never going to happen, no matter how many 
'inspirational' posters he bought, or water-cooler chats he held with 
his coworkers. 

**IT JUST WASN'T WORKING OUT. ** 

He estimated the amount of hours he had wasted sitting in traffic 
would kill him faster than any cigarette abuse would. The billboards 
looming above him in the faint 7AM sunlight, he slumped into the 
driver seat of his car like every other schmuck did at this time of 
the day. Up at five, breakfast by six, interstate slowdown by 
seven . 

This monotony ruled his life. His actual job description long 
forgotten under a mountain of tax papers and financial documents, he 
managed to get a paycheck every week for simply being innocuous. 
Silent. Inconspicuous . Even he himself didn't exactly know what it 
was that he was hired for, convinced he sold his soul for a 
meaningless salary more than anything. 

**IT WAS TOO MUCH. ** 


The job was killing him. The loneliness was killing him. The bills, 
the apartment, the car, the food he ate, the clothes he wore. It was 



all killing him on the inside. He hated everything, and the few 
hobbies he used to have to distract himself had long worn away their 
pleasure. He no longer had any reason to live, long since lost any 
enjoyment in the drivel of action films that kept reappearing each 
year . 

The television sold him the life he wanted. At first, he had never 
really paid attention to the channels, as they all blended into the 
same thing after awhile. The TV had simply been white noise to the 
generation that grew up on it. Emotionally drained after an endless 
work week, he turned to the 8PM news. 

Blood. Gore. Violence. Arson. Crime without any end in sight. The 
news sucked him in and sold him a vision that most would view only in 
fear. What was once simply a tiny aspect to his depressing life, it 
had become a passion. He looked forward to hearing the amount of 
stabbings occurring in his residential area. In his mind, he egged 
the criminals on, awaiting the next body count from a convenience 
store killing. To him, it was all a game. A numbers game. A game he 
couldn't keep to himself. A game he absolutely had to share. 

A game he was going to partake in. 


End 
f ile . 



